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awful events that had occurred there. This
fountain was to spout its waters through the
trunk of a great elephant. The melancholy
woman, her eyes staring far beyond them while
she spoke, pressed them to enter. Judith did
not want to go; she did not know why, but she
did not want to go.

However, Emma was all for seeing everything,
so in they went.

The model was built of clay, indurated and
whitened, exactly in figure and size what the
bronze was intended to be, and it stood at the
tremendous height of sixty feet. It had been
intended that it should be placed on a stone
pedestal and that then the water should pour
out of its trunk into a succession of basins all
round.

The woman, in a dreary unhappy voice, said
that the English intended to finish this work, so
she had heard.

' They have a number of other things to
finish first/ said Warren laughing. But nothing
at all seemed to amuse the woman.

She asked them gravely, as though she were
accusing them personally:

* What have you done with the Emperor? '

' He is in charge of the Allies.'

' Will he ever return?'

' Never! . . . Never! '

4 Tant mieml    Mais I*Elephant! '

For some reason this huge white towering beast
affected Judith with nausea. It looked so bare,
so savage, so revengeful. With its great trunk